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The  A  R  GUMENT. 


'  IP  HE  Perfons  chara&erifed  under  the  Names 
of  Casimir  and  Isidora,  are  the  unhappy 
Orphans  Polydore  and  Urania  ;  whofe  guilty 
Pajfon  is  deferibed  in  the  Atalantis.  Phis  EpiJHe 
is  fuppofed  to  be  written  after  the  Lady's  Retire¬ 
ment  to  the  Country ;  on  her  hearing  that  her  Bro¬ 
ther  was  feiz'd  with  a  Fever* 
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/  >  IV  L.  .J  +  „  J  \  j  :  I  4  '  *  .  *  .  . 


F  to  the  Prieft’s  ideal  Schemes  we  truft, 

And  menial  Angels  hov’ring  guard  the  Juft  : 
What  anxious  Crowds  around  thy  Pillow  wait ! 

What  trembling  Thoufands  mourn  thy  wayward  Fate  ! 

Bleft  Spirits  charg’d  with  precious  Lives  like  thine, 

*  : 

Pure  as  their  Eflence,  as  their  Hymns  divine. 
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Thy 


Thy  am’rous  Hours,  what  Angel  eou’d  reprove  ? 
Th’  Almighty’s  Sovereign  Attribute  is  Love. 

I'  A  C  A  ^  *(  r\&  ^ 

1  ■  '  *  T  Alt  '**  J  'A 

Propitious  Pow’rs  your  purple  Pinions  fpread, 
Diffufe  your  peaceful  Slumbers  o’er  his  Head  ; 

.  I  l  1  ,  ‘  ,  -  *  . >  J(V  *  K'vlf  ''5  ...  Tpii  |*  *  ■'  V 

i  1 

Affwage  the  boiling  Blood’s  tempeftuous  Tide, 

Ye  Torrents  in  your  Channels  gently  glide. 

£  f  <  >  jT'  F  r* 

Calm*  be  the  Tumult  of  his  troubled  Soul : 

— A  Jm  Jb*.  ***-■ 

Thy  Moments,  Cajimir ,  ferenely  roll. 

.  ft 

Shall  Fev’rifh  Fires  thy  facred  Veins  invade  : 

J  ->***  ■  \  *  f  , 

\  'ft'  <  *  / 

>  ■  *  1-  |  i  #  .  />'  *\  V 

Where  wanton  Loves  luxurious  Pulfes  "play’d  ? 


Shall  iick’ning  Sorrows  o’er  thy  Youth  prevail ; 
The  Smoothnds  Ihrivel’d,  the  Vermillion;  pale  ? 
Shall'  hated  Harriett  darhp  thy  languid  Sight  ; 


And  fvVell  the  Terrors  of  approaching  Night? 

»  V  .  .  ■■  % 

•  •  -  ■  -  •*% 

Say,  Charmer,  does  the  prouH  prefumptuous 
With  lucklefs  Love’s  endearing  HourS^aupbr&id 


[  7  ] 

Do  keen  Inve&ives  load  thy  Cheek  with  Shame  ?  < 
Say,  fports  her  Tongue  with  Iftdoras  Name  ? 


Perhaps  the  pining  Nymph  relenting  lies ; 
And  fteals  a  Tear  from  fympathetick  Eyes  : 
Perhaps  officious  praps  thy  drooping  Head ; 
And  kindly  wails  thy  Bloom  of  Beauty  fled. 
Will  ftreaming  Eyes  thy  faded  Bloom  repair  ? 

f  O  .  J  ~  4  l 

Or  chafe  the  Vapours  of  impending  Care  ? 

The  dear  departed  Days  of  Joy  reftore, 

^  *  V 

Or  footh  the  bufy  World  to  prate  no  more 
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Yet,  unavailing,  tho’  their  Sorrows  be, 

P^a&e  feal  thefe  Eyes  which  flied  a  Tear  for  thee. 

The  Drops  obdurate  Hermets  would  approve  j 

’  '  ,  *  *  *  '*  ' 

And  muft  not  Penitence  in  Beauty  move  ■ 
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Ty rannick  Rage  by  Sighs  is :  taught  to  Ipare  ; 

Ni 

And  Heav’n  offended  foftens  at  a  Tear. 


Well 


/ 


■'mi  r.c 


Well  fuits  Compa/Iion  with  a  Sifter's  Woet‘ 

Too  oft  we  need  that  Pity  we  beftow.  r  :2U  <  40 


Ah !  cou’d  I  fawning  lavrfh  out  Relief, 


My  felf  a  Stranger  to  the  Throbs  of  Grief; 


IS  ell  Di-  bn/; 


To  ftreaming  Eyes  invoke  Returns  of  Peace 

.  -  r  rr  ’  f* 

And  coldly  pity  with  a  Heart  at  Eafe  ? 


£rJ.C\ . 


‘  /  v  *  I  a  1  > 

%  *  j  x  \  *  >  >  1  - 


,r  •  !  f  rt  A 


1  r:  / 


If  Eafe  be  wand’ring  thro’  the  Gloom  of  Night,  45: 

And  fleeplefs  raving  at  reviving  Light ;  ■  -■  ' 


DyJ  ...  .  J 


)  31  L  4. 


If  Joy  be  Frenzy,  if  Difpair.be  Reft; 

Then  I  ft  dor  a  %  is  a  Heav’nly  Breaft.  .  ‘  a 


My  Canopy  the  Sky,  my  Couch  a  Stone, 

In  fome  fad  folitary  Vale  I  moan:  2  .  ‘  1  ~3 

To  flutt’ring  Larks  recount  our  haplefs  Flame, 

r  •  •  _  r  ir  ^ 

Who  ftlent  feem  to  liften  to  thy  Name. 
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-  v  ^  ’O  .  r 

With  eager  Eyes  I  claim  my  abfent  Dear; 
Attentive  Audience,  does  my  Love  appear ? 


_  *t  ,r, * 
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C  9  ] 

O,  if  by  Chance  his  wandering  Steps  ye  fpy, 

»  *  *  r  f 

With  gen’rous  Speed  to  Ifidora  fly ; 

With  fweet-feducing  Strains  allure  him  here  ; 
Yet,  yet,  melodious  Songfters,  is  he  near  ? - 
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*  r  + 


Hift  !  hift  !  who  knocks  ?  what  means  that  whilp’ring 


Noife  ? 


f  T 


!*  -  »  *  r-  •  i  «* 

He  calls,  he  calls,  it  is  my  Brothers  Voice. 
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’  ***►«-*  ■*  Jf*  y*  f.  #  ^ 

Now  cheer  me  drooping  with  thy  Blaze  of  Charms ; 


Now  fold  me  panting  in  thy  fondling  Arms. - 

f  **''  *  *  T  "  *  f  ^  #  f  f 

Ha  !  cruel  Harriot ,  ftill  debars  the  Blifs : 

-  •  *  •  >  «  ,  .  /. 

-*  *  *  t  *  .  >  »  . 

What  heinous  Crime  is  in  a  Brother’s  fCifs  ? 

/  •  *  |  *  '  *  *  *V  f  *  * 

What  wou’d  thofe  Frowns  ?  thofe  pious  Airs  of  Pride  ?  65 
With  Envy  gaze,  with  threaten’d  Tortures  chide  : 

•  *  Jr  *•  »  •  u.  .  | 

We’ll  feize  th’  extatick  Inftant  while  we  may  ; 

Nor  fhall  to  Morrow’s  Pennance  plague  to  Day. - - 


B 


But 


[•!<?,} 

L  V  ~TJ 

But  why,  my  beauteous  Brother,  art  thou  fpread’  , 

Perplex’d  and  plaintive  on  the  joylefs  Bed z  ;•  :  r,  ■' JO; 

Whence fpring  thefe  Symptoms  of  a  raging  Pain^ :  ,;.f  • 
Why  leaps  thy  Heart,  as  longing  to  complain,  ft  -,  - - 

'  ^  X,  v 

Ah!  foftly  tread,  his  flumb’ririg  Eye-lids c}ofe  :v/ 


Still  be  his  Cares,  refrefhing  his  Repofe. - 


r?r  fjrl 

^  :  ii  i  >  i.yJl  .  A 


Thus  flits  my  Mind,  with  Dreams  delirious  fraught:;  j S’ 

Thus  wild  Chimera’§  flart  from  Thought  to  Thought!  $ 
Thro’  Viflonary  Scenes  my  Senfes  rove 

V  O  <A. 

Heavens!  how  dift ranted  is  a  Maid  in  Loved’ 

-  i  v *  _ ' :  >  ,  <  >  .j  \  .  j.  »  \  \  i  \  \  \  4  ^  .  1 

Imperial  Reafon’s  Pow’r  in  vain  we  boaft. 

By  what  capricious  Tranfports  is  it  toft  ! 

If  giddy  Paflion  to  the  Throne  afpires, 

The  mighty  Monarch  with  a  Sigh  retires. 


<  - 
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f  r  *  ^  “  7* 

a  o  *7 


•  a  y  ■)>•'  - 

Delicious 


Delicious  Age,  when  Cafwiir  was  gay  ! 


f  j  l 


When  Dreams  of  Pleafure  lull’d  the  Night  away  ! 
The  kind  Ideas  on  my  Fanpjr  preft,  c ; 

Belov’d,  I  lov’d,  careffing  was  carefs'd ; 


The  genial  Morn  call’d  forth  thy  radiant  Face, 
And  real  Raptures  crown’d  the  [feign’d  Embrace. 


i 

O  Oi. 
Ulr* 


Enchanting  lylmutes  when  thy  tuneful  Throat 


To  Lyrick  Meafures  join’d  th,e  various  Note  j 
In  Love-lick  Lays  deplor’d  fome  Wretch’s  Wound, 
And  quav’ring  wing’d  them  with  the  Charms  of  Sound. 
The  Syren  Strains  my  fw  imm  i  ng  Senies  Hole  j 
Scarce  heav’d  my  Breaft,  and  gently  ilcpt  my  Soul : 
Thy  Beauty’s  felf,  by  Mulick  feem’d  improv’d  j 

X  £ 


I  look’d,  I  liften’d,  and  alas  j  I  lov’d. 


•*  r 

O  wondrous  Art !  whofe  Magick  Tones  com 


r  * 


tO  £ 


Th’  inceffant  Rage  of  agonizing  Woes  i 
Delutive  Seats  of  future  Blifs  difplay  ;  1 

And  pleating  Pangs  to  penftve  Hearts  convey : 
With  foothing  Spells  the  captiv’d  Ear  a  flail ; 
And  aid  the  Softnefs  of  the  Lover’s  Tale.. 


'  *  *  •  - 

May  fome  indulgent  Genius  fnatch  the  Lyre 

And  wake  the  winning  Accents  of  Detire : 
Convert  thy  Fever  to  a  milder  Heat ; 

And  prompt  thy  Pulfes  to  an  am’rous  Beat  :• 
Such  wilhful  warm  Emotions  may  ft  thou  feel, 
As  Guardian  Pow’rs  to  flighted'  Maids  reveal ; 
When  diftant  Paradife  in  Dreams  appears* 
And  trantient  Cherubs  wipe  the  trickling  Tea 


[  »3  ] 

Such  once,  if  Vows  and  circling  Arms  fpoke  true ; 

Such,  fuch,  unhappy  Cajimir ,  you  knew  ; 

When  broken  Sentences,  and  mingling  Sighs,. 

Explain’d  the  longing  Languifh  of  the  Eyes  ; 

While  from  thy  Lips  the  tempting  Periods  flow’d  y  1 1 5 
And  yet  thy  Cheek  with  Virgin  Bluflies  glow’d. 

Still  unfufpicious  of  thy  bold  Intent,  , 

Still  wond’ring  what  thy  fond  Applaufes  meant  y 
Proud  of  thy  Smiles,  ambitious  of  thy  Praife, 

My  Charms  with,  little  Arts  I  fought  to  raife ;  %  20 

Unconfcious  of  the  fecret  Caufe  I  flgh’d, 

The  ftrugling  Sighs  unconfcious  ft  rove  to  hide;, 

*  ■*'  .  *  '  ’  v 

Thy  melting  Murmurs  with  Attention'  heard  ; 

And  Cajimir  and  Love  to  Peace  prefer’d. 


If 


CgI4  ] 
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If  then  my  Hand  thy  fervent  Fingers  preft,  125 

Why  rov’d  they  daring  to  thy  Sifter’s  Breaft  ?  ‘  '  ‘ 


v  O  f  T  !tf  r 

nr’  1 


Ah  !  why  ?  -  -  -  If  then  the  dark  Delign  fhe  fpy’d  ; 

'  1*  f  I  ^  • 

*  '  \  r  '  |  ».  f  •  •  ■  '■  *  #•  *  • 

Why  cou’d  not  then  his  injur’d  Sifter  chide  ? 

t  f  f  ?  .  .  *  :  |  p  j  -rfj 

Ask  that  fweet  Tongue  whofe  Speeches  cou’d  perfwad 
Ask  thofe  foft  Lips  whofe  ftifling  Kifs  Betray’d  ;  130 


f  r  r  *  w  T 

~  1  u  fli.  i  v  K 1,  L 
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r  r  r 


O  ask  thofe  Eyes  whofe  Smiles  bewitch’d  the  Sight 


V  ;  t  r  •'s/%  r.  ,  ■*  »r  r  n  r  »  f  y .  .  .  ,  .j  • - 

And  learn  the  dear  Confufton  of  Delight. 

^  »”  j*  ?  »  »  * 

In  that  dire  Moment  fell  the  Beauty’s  Boaft  ; 

MW  —  Mfc  -4*  *  t  '  •  ^  1 

'Then  all  my  Virgin  Vanity  was  loft  : 

Then,  if  alas !  by  Birth  too  near  ally’d, 

_  t  • 

-  '  '  -  f  r  r  r  r  1  tT  f  T 

We  err’d,  and  Nature  was  the  guilty  Guide. 

r  r  •  m 

t  „  t 

Uncenfur’d  Nature  breathes  the  fallying  Sigh, 
Bounds  in  the  Heart,  and  ogles  in  the  Eye. 


_  f  r  *  q 
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Cold 


Cold  lifelefs  Saints,  unpitying  Priefthood  fay, 

If  Nature  leads  us,  is  it  we  that  ftray  ? 

.tw.:  ;n  -  ■  f 

Why  ftart  I  tim’rous  at  a  Brother’s  Name  ? 

P  ft  T 

I  met  my  Brother  with  a  Sifter’s  Flame. 

•f  r»  v  %  i 

C  r .  vj  i{\  L 

So  mix  the  little  Kindred  of  the  Grove, 

>  f  'f  '  -• 

f 

So  joins  the  Father  with  the  Daughter  Dove. 
Might  we  unbounded,  unrevil’d  as  thefe,. 

(No  Fame  to  forfeit,  and  no  Prieft  to  pleafe), 
Together  ranging  o’er  the  verdant  Vale, 

Catch  the  cool  Odours  of  the  Morning  Gale 
Reclin’d  together  in  refrefhful  Bow’rs, 

In  carelefs  Dalliance  wafte  the  Noontide  Hours 

» 

Or  unregardful  of  the  op’ning  Glade, 

Obey  the  Summons  of  the  filent  Shade.. 

J. 


Here  Health  is  wafted  in  the  Fanning  Breeze, 

'  v  4  f  ^  \  /»'  ,  ,  *  4  * 

_  . .  4  ^  1  J  ,  1  A  J  4  i  *  •  *  *  *  *  \r  4  .  . 

Here  wanton  Wifhes  are  the  foie  Difeafe. 

y  .  •  ,  >i  -  v  r'  .•  -  -  ■->,  ■  7*  *  T* 

v  *  4 

.  „  y  .  .  ;  i,  ij  *  •**'  i.  ^  V  V  - 

Come,  come,  if  Health  and  Liberty  can  move : 
And  are  not  thefe  the  Luxury  of  Love  i 

V  » 

A  Cott  its  friendly  Covert  fhall  afford  } 

And  Milk  and  Fruitage  load  our  Homely  Board 
No  Silken  Robes  befpangl’d  o’er  with  Gold, 

But  humbler  Ruffet  fhall  our  Limbs  infold  : 

A 

Serene  Content  fhall  cheer  th’  enamour’d  Pair, 
And  add  a  Flavour  to  the  Ruftick  Fare. 

Come  to  thy  Rural  Bride,  my  comely  Swain, 

fc  0  P 

An  Hour  of  Abfence  is  an  Age  of  Pain  ; 

*  !.• 

Like  Linnets  when  the  Summer  Show’r  is  gone, 
With  Songs  we’ll  welcome  the  returning  Sun. 


C  1 7  3 1 

1  **  ** 

To  part  no  more,  my  Cajimir ,  we  meet, 

Come  lead  me  glowing  to  the  glad  Retreat ; 

Thy  own  Ranunculus  fhall  there  be  fpread, 

The  confcious  Rofe  fhall  hang  her  blufhing  Head,  1 70 

And  Pinks  deprefs’d  an  artlefs  Eflence  fhed : 

„  TefT mines  for  thee  fhall  twine  a  fragrant  Wreath  ; 

\ 

O  far  inferior  to  thy  balmy  Breath  ! 

While  warbling  Thrufhes  join  the  cooing  Dove, 

And  Nuptial  Concerts  echo  through  the  Grove.  175 


Yet  then  fhall  holy  Harriat  blaft  our  Fame, 

»  «  ft  p*  •  r*  T  ^  ""V  *  * 

Scoff  at  our  Loves,  and  triumph  in  our  Shame  ; 

j  t  f  ^  .  *C7  r  r  (r  r  '  ,  * 

With  falfe  Regret  deceive  the  curious  Crowd, 

r\  *  t  r  *  r  r  ^  r  ,, 

And  whifper  out  her  Calumnies  aloud  : 

Till  all  thy  bolder  Sex,  infpir’d  to  rail,  180 

Prolong  their  Revels  with  the  fland’rous  Tale  ?  - 


Such- 


[  IS] 

Such  injur’d  cou’d’ft  thou  hear,  thy  vengeful  Sword',. 


Wou’d  fpeak  the  Pnrpofe  of  its  angry  Lord: 
But  far  from  Malice,  from  Diflention  free* 
Entranc’d  in  Eafe  inglorious  may’ll  thou  be. 


Let  ruder  Arms  the  Martial  Combat  prove  ; 


O  !  be  thy  Warfare  in  the  Fields  of  Love- ! 

Our  Lot  fome  Youths  untainted  may  deplore*. 


And  thofe  will  pity  who  have  err’d  before.. 

Then  mull  ye  too  remorfelels  Mhids  confpire  *9.0 . 

To  blame  the  tender  Influence  of  Delire  ?  -  r 

»  ,  1  ‘  .  A  1  V/  ..  -  I  \  X  **■  •*'  *  **  ^  ^ 

Have  nr  loofe  Thoughts  profan’d  your  hallow’d.  Mind  ? 

Are  all  to  Pray’r  and  Piety  refign’d  ? 

C  C  .  t  *  '•->  4  w-f  V# 

When  thoU),  my  Brother,  wak’d  the  rapt’rous  Song  y 

Or.  in.  the  Dance  majellick  mov’d-  along  ^ 

iVere  them  their  Glances  and  their  Sighs  divine,.  .  T 

Whence  rofe  that  Semblance  of  a.Guilt  to  miner 


From.. 


T' 


[  r9  ] 

From  fair  to  fair  the  fwift  Contagion  inn, 

*  t"  I  *  »•  r  \ 

Like  me  they  gaz’d,  and  were  like  me  undone 
Each  Prude  in  fecret  Wifhes  was  embrac’d, 


Heaven  knows  the  conftant  are  the  only  chafte. 


r  t  «  y\ 


> 


200 


*  v  -V 


ll) 


Then  fure  no  jealous  Pangs  thy  Breaft  need  prove  ; 


205 


Vain  wete  the  Courtfihip  of  the  fabled  Jove. 

Tho’  all  his  Orbs  of  Gold  difiolv’d  Ihou’d  pour, 

Unenvy’d  Danae  might  enjoy  the  Show’r  ;C" 

■  .  ■  T  - „ 

Let  happy  Leda  clafp  her  Silver  Swan  ; 

r  '  r  •  >  t  f  t  r>  *  -v  r 

Be  happier,  IJidora->  blift  with  Man. 

Come,  Cafimir ,  thy  lovely  Lips  impart, 

.  .  . 

Gome  feel  the  Throbbings  of  a  Sifter’s  Heart, 

Come  on  the  Wings  of  Love,  my  Charmer,  come,  210 

And  IJidoras  Bofom  be  thy  Home. 


Not  fo  thy  Mother’s  lateft  Breath  injoyn’d, 

As  fainting  on  her  Bed  fhe  layxeclin’d  ; 

C  z 


When 


t  ao  ] 

When  hanging  on  my  Hand  fhe  dr  opt  a  Tear,. 

And  bleft  her  Qff-fpring  with  a  Parent’s  Care ;  215 

Then  pointing  out  the  virtuous  Paths  fhe  trod, , 


O  thou  encircled  with  the  Joys  above,,  • 
Tell,  are  they  ought  but  Harmony  and  Love  > 

\ „»  Jl 

We  fnatch  a  little  of  the  Love  below,  , 

-  ;  fOfl  I;  » -  *5 .  i  D  » 1  ,'i.j  .  D  i.  ^  * 


T  f  ’  T 

'  J  E  C!  I  ■  ■  ;  •  :  \ 


And  endlefs  Ages  are  repaid  in  Woe  r  , 

.4  <  4  ■  .  .  .sj  i.  '  \  •  V  .  i  •  - 

Of  Hope,  of  Fame,  of  Friendfhip  are  we  Ipoil’d  j 

jk 

By  God  rejected,  as  by  Man  revil’d.  .  ,  , 

.*1  i  ’  7  ..  .0  ?"Y\ /'  ’ 

Ah  Woman  !  vainly  Heav’n  has  farm’d  the  Fair ; 

J  rr  xi  {  c  ■  f  •  *  ^oI  /  .il  ^ , »  aV-  vy« 

Kind  as  thou  art,  the  Lover  rnuft  defpair. 


jrf  i :  •  1 
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Shall  ftarv’ling  Virtue’s  fcanty  Laws  controll 
The  frantick  Fondnels  of  a  Female  Soul  ? 

For  future  Extafies  torment  it  here  ;  , 

/  ^  7  ^  V  J  ^  J  *  4.  * 

’t*  *■*  V 

And  cloud  it  over  with  a  flavifn  Fear  ? 

'  '  '  No,- 


[  21  ] 

No,  no  ;  if  any  Tyrant  Paffon  move, 

a 

The  darling  -Legiflator  fhall  be  Love. 

Love  more  than  Virtue  claims  a  juft  Regard, 
For  more  than  Virtue  ’tis  its  own  Reward. 
And  Fame  and  Friends  for  ever  I  reftgn, 

1®  am  my  Brother’s,  and  my  Brother’s  mine. 
Thy  rofeate  Lips  dole- clinging  (hall  inftill 
Th’  ambroiial  Antidote  to  ev’ry  Ill ; 

Tho’  fuch  the  Multitude  of  Ills  combin’d, 

0  .  '  *  • 

There  cannot  be  a  Mifery  behind. 

CC  (  ■ 

Yes,  Heav’n  has  yet  another  Curfe  in  Store, 
And  Cajimir  perhaps  is  now  no  more. 

Thy  Soul  perhaps  now  fummon’d  to  depart, 

*  0  0-  0  *  *  f 

_  » 

With  fwifter  Pulfes  fwells  thy  heaving  Heart. 
Convulftve  Anguifh  rolls  thy  darkfome  Eye  ; 

rr*  •  4  r  j>. 

And  gafping  Groans  fucceed  the  fofter  Sigh. 
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[  «  ] 

Some  folemn  Father  fhiv’ring  for  thy  Doom, 
Perhaps  conducts  thee  to  the  naufeous  Tomb  ; 
Now  o’er  thy  Corfe  with  awful  Ardour  prays, 

And  Duft  to  Dull  religioufly  conveys.  • 

Ar;  *■  t  r  -  T 

'  -  ■  •  •! 

The  winding  Worm  pollutes  thy  faultlefs  Mold, 

r  .  ''?*•  f 

Deform’d  thy  Vifage,  and  thy  Bofom  cold. 

Oft  on  that  beauteous  Bofom  was  I  laid, 

Oft  trick’d  that  Head,  and  with  its  Trefles  play’d  : 

%  f  r  t  '4  W 

>.  .  ,  "  C 

Thofe  vanifh’d  Blandifhments  I  now  muft  wail. 

>■  9  *  t  ft  « 

,  ’T‘-. .... ’:  /i  ki  v  J  -C 

Ye  riling  Horrors  of  Reflection  hail, 
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The  Coffin,  Harriot ,  and  the  Shrowd  exprefs 

r 

The  gloomy  Glories  of  thy  lad  Succefs. 

» 

But,  lince  no  Tears  her  furious  Zeal  cou’d  bend. 

Here  muft  her  meditated  Mifchiefs  end. 

Tho’  early  in  the  Morn  of  Life  you  fall;  160 

"  ..  f  :  fj 

*  *  ~  .0  4,  ►.  *  •  *  «  *  4  X  IjL  i 

Tho’  too  diftruftlefs  of  the  dreadful  Call ; 


Shou’d 


C  z3  ] 

Shou’d  now  the  World  of  Ghofts  embodied  fpring. 

To  meet  the  Terrors  of  their  thund’ring  King  ; 

\ 

Th’  impartial  Juftice  by  thy  Bloom  were  charm’d  j 
Ox  Fiends  rebellions  at  thy  Smile  difarm’d. 

To  Seats  of  Saints  and  Martyrs  you  repair  ; 

And  foon  thy  widow’d  Sifter  {hall  be  there  : 

From  Choir  to  Choir  enraptur’d  (hall  we  rove. 
Unfated  in  Eternity  of  Love. 

And  lo  !  my  Limbs  denounce  my  feeble  State,. 

And  trembling,  fcarce  ftiftain  their  tott’ring  Weight. 
For  Refuge  to  thy  Throne  forlorn  we  fly,. 
All-gracious  God  abfohve  me  for  I.  die.; 
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